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who wears a crimson turban with a grey frock-coat and clothes his legs in a careless swathe of white muslin. Enumeration, however, becomes tedious. The people flame and glitter at you. You have the sense not of one grey mass,of humankind, but of a great variety of highly coloured species.
We have wasted ten minutes beyond our time while a party of purdah ladies is being got out of a second-class carriage. It is a tedious business, conducted with much solemn caution by those who are in charge of it, but exciting no curiosity among the bystanders. It is rather like taking a swarm of bees. An immense sheet is produced and held in front of the carriage. This is developed into an oblong canopy when the ladies get out, as apparently they do with great circumspection. The mass moves forward two or three paces, to get clear of the train,